CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG- MAN
"Jf on ami, je t'aMure, fai un public qui me
*4Mon ami, wux-tu que je te dis ce que tu a fait;
in a fait encore une vulgarization, une jolie vulgari-
ztriion, je. wuo? bien, de la note inventee par Millet;
tu a ajoute la note claire inventee par Manet, enfin
tuxuisavec talent le mouvement modern®, voila tout."
"i'arhns d'autre chose: sur la question d'art on
ne Jent&nd jaina-iB.**
When we ware excited Marshall and I always dropped into French.
"And now toll me," he said, "about this duel."
I could not bring myself to admit, even to Mar-
shall, that 1 was willing to shoot a man for the sakei
of the notoriety it would bring me, not because I
feared in him any revolt of conscience, but because I
dreaded his sneers; ho was known to all Paris, I was
an obscure something, living in an obscure lodging
in London*    Had Marshall suspected the truth he
would have said pityingly, "My dear Dayne, how
you be so foolish ? why will you not be contented
to livot" etc. . . . Such homilies would have been
maddening; he was successful, I was not; I knew
was not much in him, un feu de paille, no more,
but what would I not have done and given for that
feu de              So 1 was obliged to conceal my real
for desiring a duel, and I spoke strenuously
of the gravity of the insult and the necessity of retri-
bution.   But Marshall was obdurate.   "Insult?" he
"11© hit you with his hand, you hit him with
the                  bottle; you can't have Mm^out after
is nothing to avenge, you wiped out the -|» *»^ ;Js«
